On Set 


Why the fuck did | watch that movie to begin with? Horrible, horrible, horrible... 
That's enough Mr. Ryan, you can go back to your cell now. 


I'm already there you moron...begrudgingly shuffling bolted chains down a 
cobblestone 


floor. Mr. Ryan broke out that evening, splattering blood across the walls. 
Security guards faces were shattered to mush at the behest of handmade syringes. 


Drop them to the floor, | thought, they wouldn't have time to collect them all 
anyway... 


| got to the front yard, jumped in the ocean, and broke my left leg on the way down. 
| made them burn for the time I had in there. The waters calmly drifted Mr. Ryan 


back to the bay side were he struggled to spit out the salt water that started 
accumulating 


in his lungs... 
| slowly dragged my wet body up the stairs with both elbows. 
Suprisingly, one of The Fish People noticed Mr. Ryan climbing uptop, and gave him 


a blanket and some hot tea to accomodate... 


Despite all these moments of accomplishment, | still find this desire to die. 


